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FADE IN:





EXT.  MOUNTAINS (BAJA, MEXICO) - DAY





A TROPICAL STORM moves over the trackless, desolate desert mountains toward the SEA OF CORTEZ.





MONTAGE OF STORM





Lightning flashes from the thunderheads piling up over the craggy peaks.





Ran flurries lash the surface of the turquoise ocean.





Fishermen hurriedly draw up their boats on a rocky beach in front of a tiny village.





Worried mothers, glancing up at the darkening sky, shoo their ragged children into huts.





Herders, struggling against the rising wind, pen their goats.





A mission priest, his ancient face fitfully illuminated by ligtnigh flashes through the mosaic windows, carefully wraps the golden goblets and silver service used in the Eucharist.





Palm fronts bowl along the empty and perfectly unspoiled beach.





EXT.  STREET - DAY





The wind gusts trash down the gutter.  One of the blowing newspapers adheres to a WINO passed out against a wall.  The camera rises to reveal a Greyhound Bus, marked “SAN DIEGO,” rolling along a Skid Row street.  The bus turns into the bus station.





ANOTHER ANGLE





A clap of thuder, and the deluge begins, as the bus pulls into the station and parks alongside other buses also marked SAN DIEGO.





INT.  BUS STATION





Passengers from arriving buses scurry by.  Some climb the stairs toward the Men’s Room.





INT.  MEN’S ROOM





DOC has just finished washing his hair in the basin and now is blow drying his head under one of the hand dryers.  He is in his mid-thirties, wearing a white singlet that reveals muscular arms.  A paperback book is crammed in a back pocket of his ragged pants.  Despite his down-and-out appearance, he gives the impression of a tough, stoic, resourceful character.





Doc is talking to JACK, a bootblack, who is seated on an elevated shoeshine stand.





JACK


Goin’ somewhere, Doc?  I didn’t know Pinky’s had no dress code.





DOC


Appearances always count, Jack.  That’s one of my rules of life.





JACK


Shee-it.  Your hair grown out a little, but you still look like you jus’ outta the joint.  Big arms an’ a book in your pocket.  All you cons do is read and push iron.





DOC


I tried to make the best of my misfortune.





JACK


Thas’ good.  ‘Cause you jest goin’ back in.





DOC


Not me, my man.  I’m too smart a young cookie to do any more time.





JACK


Yeah, you real smart.  Thas’ why you crawl under the pay toilet.





DOC


Fortune isn’t smiling at me right now, Jack, but the bitch will come crawling back.  I got a few little angles in mind.





JACK


I know about that.  You ever try honest work?





DOC


Honest work bores me.  Besides, my life style is unappealing to employers.





JACK


They don’t like crazy shit.





Doc, who doesn’t own a shirt, shrugs into a threadbare Goodwill sports coat.





DOC


I’m a little eccentric.





He completes his wardrobe by donning an awful green Mohair hat.


DOC (cont.)


Eccentric people can never be happy.  (He regards his image in the mirror with satisfaction)  But they can be interesting.





EXT.  AIRPORT  (GILLESPIE FIELD, SAN DIEGO)





The deluge continues, battering the planes tied down the the apron.  LINE BOYS secure extra tie-downs to some of the aircraft.





INT.  TOWER





CONTROLLER


That’s a negative on that request, sir.  Gillespie Field is closed to all VFR traffic.  The ILS on three-two right is in operation.  But the field is now at minimums with rapidly deteriorating conditions…





EXT AIRPORT





A group of PASSENGERS, all carrying fishing gear, shelter on the porch of a run-down building bearing the sign:  “AIR GRINGO  SAN DIEGO - GUERRERO NEGRO - LA PAZ.”  In the b.g. is a very dilapidated DC-3 with the AIR GRINGO logo on its side in faded paint.





ANOTHER ANGLE





Two FISHERMEN in the group peer through the rain.





1ST FISHERMAN (enthusiastically)


This is exactly the kind of weather that started the Yellowtail last year.





2nd FISHERMAN


Yeah, the storm churns up all the feed inshore.  This rain is great!





1st FISHERMAN (now thoughtful)


I don’t know about flying in it, though.





ANOTHER ANGLE


A strong gust starts one of the small planes rolling on the apron, with the line boys frantically trying to hold it with tie-down ropes.  The camera pans past their struggles to the headquarters of DOMINION AIRWAYS, an imposing edifice in stark contrast to the squalid AIR GRINGO office.





INT. OFFICE





We are in the opulently appointed office of Dominion’s president, ED BARNES.  Barnes, in expensive Western attire, is packing a metal suitcase with money. Two GOONS ener with one of Dominion’s pilots, RED, who red hair accentuates the pallor of his countenance.





GOON ONE (holding a slip of paper)


Latest weather, Mr. Barnes.  It’s kinda bad all along the route.





BARNES (looking out window)


Hell, I’ve flown in plenty of worse crap than this.  Once Red here breaks out on top, he’ll be fine.  (to Red)  Am I right?





RED (dubiously)


Yes sir.





BARNES (snapping shut the suitcase)


Let’s get cracking.  I want this delivery made on time.  (He picks up phone).  Get me Spicer in Communications.





INT  RADIO ROOM





The walls of Dominion’s comm. Center are lined with radio equipment.  SPICER, the elderly oprator, is sitting at the console, a red-nosed, bilious man with a sour and crafty look.  The phone rings.





SPICER


Comm.  Yes sir, Mr. Barnes.





INT.  OFFICE





BARNES (on phone)


The special flight is about to depart.  I don’t expect any problem.  However, comma, I want it monitored continually.  You got it?





INT.  RADIO ROOM





SPICER


Yes sir.





The camera holds a beat on Spicer’s thoughtful, cunning face.





 








